SOME   AMERICANS   IN  LONDON

would have been famous as the presiding genius of a
salon where wit and humour, literature and art, science
and statesmanship found congenial welcome. Mrs*
Henniker's is just the house where one who knows his
way about London would naturally expect to meet Bret
Harte; and I have been happy enough to get the chance
every now and then of meeting him there. The c snow-
fall of time' has been showing itself very much on Bret
Harte's head of late ; but it is a very premature snow-
fall; for he was a handsome young fellow when I first
saw him in California, and I know the number of years
since that time far too exactly to allow me to believe
that Bret Harte has yet grown old.

I am not quite certain whether it is right now to class
James McNeill Whistler among Americans in London,
for he certainly has forsaken London for Paris for some
time, and has been greatly missed here. But he was
^settled among us for many years; and who shall say
when he may not turn up again as full of life and of
indomitable perennial boyishness as he was in the good
old days before he had expounded to us the principles
of the gentle art of making enemies ? My first acquaint-
ance with Whistler, with * The Master/ as his admirers
love to call him, was made at the house of another
American, or, at all events, Irish-American, then living
in London, my dear old friend W. J. Hennessy, the
painter. Hennessy had then begun to make a name in
London art circles by his exquisite sketches of scenery
and of life in Normandy, and it was through him that I
first had the good fortune of becoming acquainted with
Whistler. What a curious, puzzling, bewildering, alto-
gether fascinating combination of the American humorist
and the Parisian gamin, I thought Whistler, when cw
acquaintance began, and how naturally and how oom-
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